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to him that a weight of inert despair descended on her, de-
priving her of all anger, of all energy, almost of all feeling.
With the torn letter on her lap and the torn envelope at her
feet she sank down on the edge of the arm-chair and stared
hopelessly and vacantly in front of her. He could see only the
profile curve of her small face, but in his mind he knew that
those unseeing eyes, gazing so straight before her into noth-
ingness, had grown large and round.
When he did struggle up at last from the floor and take the
torn letter from the girl's lap it was as if he had a tremendous
weight upon him. He felt as if he were doing this, not only
with the "Wizzie object" under his ribs, but with the dark
globe of his book, heavy with earthworks and amphitheatres,
bowing him down, as the world did Atlas.
Even now, with the two torn halves of the letter in his hand,
he felt an overpowering reluctance to read it. He found him-
self inclined to imitate Wizzie in her hopeless apathy and to
sink down in a chair opposite her and let all go.
He did sink down for a minute there and just stared at the
two bits of paper in his fingers. On these two bits of paper in
place of any threat of Old Funky's he saw the dispute between
Claudius and Dumbell and he thought of the Glymes man on
Maiden Castle. "With all your magical humbug, and your
'mental pain/ " he thought, "you are wrestling with the secret
of life; whereas both Communism and Csesarism are just
methods of------"
But brushing these things aside with a splash like that of a
fish rising to the top, one single word from the Yeovil letter
caught his full attention. It was an odd word to be there. It
was the word "Lovie." But it was "Lovie" who broke the
spell; and jumping to his feet he puzzled out now, word by
word, in the light of one of the candles under the portrait of
Mr. Wye, the letter's astonishing contents.
It was, as we have said, written in pencil and it ran as fol-
lows:
MISTER P. NO-MAN, SIR.
I takes the liberty of letting you know that the child Lovie,
what have been hid from your knowledge by she and me with
Best Intentions, be going to be took to the 'Ouse owing to
Mrs. Urgan *ming found out all Never would this *ave rizz